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Kuo.   Well, justice and fair play seemed to have gone
with the Manchu Dynasty.

Just now Weng-Kuo had met with success. He
had pinched the purse of an Englishman who alighted
from a riksha. The riksha coolie noticed Weng-Kuo's
snatch. This was a bad sign of his diminishing
faculties. The coolie didn't say anything, he didn't
even grin. He waited till the Englishman went away,
then he ran after Weng-Kuo and demanded his share.
Weng-Kuo had even waited for him. It was only fair
to give the coolie a share as he had noticed the
transaction. The coolie thanked politely. Then he
asked, just to say something:

" What do you think of the Japanese ?"

The question drove Weng-Kuo's face red. He
hated coolies who talked politics. The coolie
misunderstood the reason that reddened Weng-Kuo"s
face.

"No, no," he said, "they won't get them." ,

Showing his yellow strong teeth, he bowed and
went away.

Weng-Kuo spat viciously. Everybody talked
politics. Even in the highly respectable Guild of
Thieves they talked politics. Youngsters who didn't
yet know how to steal properly, tried to teach their
elders. All prattled of the Japanese, of the treacherous
Government: What the hell? They should be
thankful that the times were unruly. In quiet times
it was much more difficult to be a pickpocket.

Weng-Kuo saw a procession coming along.
Students formed it; they were shouting and displayed
flags and rolls with slogans. Weng-Kuo couldn't read
but he was much in favour of processions. He put his?